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Chapter | 


Disclaimer: | don't own Metallica or | don't mean any harm or whatnot. Never happened. But it would be cool if 
this is how James gets inspiration for his music. It's actually just based on a prose poem | wrote some time 
ago and thought it would be an ok idea to rewrite some of the parts and just add Metallica into it. 


Spreading out the brittle paper upon my desk, | begin to write first starting with a sentence or two. | frown 
and push up my glasses to the bridge of my nose and grasp the pen with force. Frustration got to me and | 
scratched my head, silently cursing in the room of the studio where the others were just hanging out and 
doing whatever the hell they were doing. 


| began slowing down the pace and rhythm of the tango between my weary fingers and this pen, that is 
gradually running out of ink. Noticing the ache in my knuckles and especially noticing the big flaw in this song 
lyric l'm writing, | stop. | was starting to get writer's block as | finished the second verse. 

Flexing my fingers subconsciously, | think carefully. What's missing, why is it this way, and what the hell was | 


thinking? Maybe | needed to be more in character. 
| hate my life, | hate my life, | hate my life.." | chanted in my head. Trying to get myself either sad or angry. 


"lm so fucking stupid. I'm fucking useless. I'm just a junkie shit-head who gets drunk all the fucking time. | hate 
my life and | hate the shit | go through." 


| pause, it's starting to work. But its not good enough. 

"Noone loves me and I'm always alone. | can't help myself.” 

| thought about how depressed | get all the time and all the bad times. A tear rolls down my cheek. 

Finally some inspiration. | begin writing again. | sniff, the tears finally falling freely. | bite my lip and write like 
there's no tomorrow. 

But in the back of my head, | knew these lyrics wasn't satisfying me, not yet it wasn't. | thought of other 
things, other hurtful things in my life. Then someone tapped me my shoulder causing me to shoot my head up 
in surprise. 

"What?! | almost shout. It was Kirk. 

| looked around and everybody was staring at me. They all looked at me as if | grew a second head except for 
Kirk, who only looked down at me with fear and concern. Well | didn't blame them, it was like the first time 


they ever saw me cry. 


"Why are you crying James?" He asked, placing a hand on my arm. | sniffled again and wiped my eyes on my 


wrist. 

| hiccuped and sighed. "Writing." | said and looked down. 

| didn't notice | as using an amplifier as a chair, but | did notice the tear stains against the black leather. 
"How the hell is writing making you cry?" Kirk asked again. | kept quiet for a few moments before replying. 
"Just leave me alone for a while." 

| looked over my paper and smiled knowing it was almost completed So minutes lapsed into hours and hours 


and | continued writing. 


Almost done, | chant in my head. What a thrill. | stopped crying a while ago and | felt lighter. Almost happy now. 


Then finally | was done. With eager eyes, | read the lyrics once, twice, then thrice again. Staring at the pieces 
of brittle paper happily, | placed it down and walked over to my guitar. 


The guys must have been just sitting there waiting for a reaction not so alien to them while | was crying and 
writing. But their eyes lit up when | grabbed my guitar, wiped the last tears, smiled, and said, 


"Lets make some music." 


